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THE PROSPECTOR

listening with ears and eyes and heart. He made no
attempt at fine speaking, but simply told them of his
friends in the West, of the inen he had come to love as
brothers, and who had come to love him.

As they came down the steps of the Park Church,
where the meeting was held, Brown could hardly keep
pace with Helen as she danced along beside him.

“ Oh, wasn’t he splendid!” she cried, * wasn’t he

splendid ! ”

“Splendid? ” said Brown.” “ There’s not a word
big enough left.”

“ Oh, I am so happy,” sang Helen.

“ Why, what’s the matter with you? * eried Brown.

 Oh, nothing, nothing,” and she bubbled over with
happy laughter until Brown grew gloomy and cross.
But Helen deigned him no further explanation of her
overflowing joy, and left him, still sullen and some-
what indignant, at her door.

Her radiant face caught ler mother’s eye as she
entered the room.

“Well, my child, you are looking very happy. I
have not seen you look so bright for months. You
said her mother,

)

are very beautiful, my daughter,
putting her arm around her daughter as Helenstooped
to kiss her.

 Oh, mother,” cried Helen, “T am very happy.”

“ Well, darling, it makes me happy to hear you say
so. Has—has Mr. Lloyd spoken to you? ”

“Mr. Lloyd?” Helen laughed gleefully. “No,
mother, he knows better than that. Oh, mother,
Shock loves me.”




